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of such ase twenty-five
yuu'hlu rice, nnd the balance of
n of :hn purehsm any time
within ten years thergafter, and paying interest
_lr on said balance of principal; and said
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Business Directory.

MISCELLANEOUS.
L i e

Wmm otes, and | nen
wuulldl !Q‘l&rﬂ‘ﬂ: o Sehioel’ wnd
Lands, and Tazes in all parts of the

N'JGL\C NURSERY. .

COLE, havingestablished themselves
”.ill‘:l‘.:‘;u:uﬂ’ lll:.lilm in this village, will fur-
nish to arder Fruit and Orpamental Trees, Law

e 1

Blackberries, Cherey Cu Grape Vines, 3 7, 38, B9, 30, 35, 36, 87, 39, 2

? and every fariety of . 11,5, 18, 3
Office with Dr. Ularke, o8 Commerce-st., i:& z

— ost. Office. :

sesund building fromhe P ey ytp 28 60, g
WM. . COLE, 3, 1r-,r}.,, :

= ‘u ”a . .

~ JOHN FPIF n“i — 9, 10, }II‘

t. Likenessss taken on short ne- |3 g

“:P:M wt:‘ﬂ“mﬁ not to fade. Childrea’s pic- 1] ‘43, 12
tures taken i one secomd O u“ B, 13
Roowms over F. J. Mhli:-smw 1{5,'.'-".13141 11, 12, 13, 45, 49, }:'
lm’ Mich. Aho, 4, 5, K o9 10 2
order. o !:s 7,8 8, 10, 48, 16
“P. D. BECKWITH, P ;g. i i

and incer, Foundry and Machine | 49" @2
‘-d“d: the WMM near the rail- 39, 41, 45, an
?:fhﬁdn. Dowagiae, Mich. s;;. -:? 41, 43, 25
o4, 41, o

Pm)B'ESB‘IONLL- Mo :1.“. :Tl

~ "¢, P. PRINDLE, M. D., o, 83
Office, at his Residence, Dowagiac, Michigan. :‘::4“‘ ;ﬂ.
JUSTUS GAGE, 45, 42

Pabl general Agent for the exchange | 45, 43
“:;l'm:f‘:f Village lnh:: and wule of veal | Town North, Range East.
Bstato, _Office with James Sullivan, front room, | 54, 35, 36, 57, 34, 1

i floor, Jones' Hreick Block. ;:tl‘tl.ia!', 38, 37, 38, g

GEO. W. ANDREWS, L 18 ,_,]‘“’ 4

ustico Peace and Collecting Agent, 16, 1 5
- o Office at the Amu-icunl.lnuu. 18 3:', 3
'-m'w of Frout and Dividion stroets, 19, 14, _,',‘ an, %
P. H. WAGNER, 1, g‘} 29, 34, 34, s

Justice of the Peace and Collecting Agent, Dowag- | & 16 "4, 17, 11
ine, Mich. Offies on Front Strect. R, 14, 18, 14
JAMES SULLIVAN, 1:. {I

L]

Attorney and Counsellor at Las, snd Solicitor in

cm Dowsgiae, Mich, Office on Fromt

O!-II'I"OID SHANAIJIAN, .
torney and Counscilor at Law, and Solicitor
‘cm Cassapolis, Cass connty, Mich.
HENRY H. 000!%!; g
Attorney gnd Counsellor at Law, 8o r
ry, Edwardsburgh,

Cass Co,, Mich,

Commissioner shall, n the pavmont of said
twenty-five per ceut, issuc to said Pnn:hm:
cortifficate o ble to the terms of said sale

which certificate shall be void if said purchaser or
gus shall not, within one year thereafter,
settle apon and become sn actoal and pm-mams
resident thereon and enltivate und improve the

- | same."

This applies hrthosfl only who nl:t“ lands
lbrte rpuuumnnam HL-
P“ h % In case the pué:mr

uired afidavit of settlement
as mentioned in section ¥, the full amonnt of pur-

chase will be required to be paid at the
e oy :
JAS. W. BANBORN,
Commissioner.
Towns North. Range Wesl.
18, 15, 10,21, 36, DS,

PROBATE ORDER.

ST-\‘I’B OF MICHIGAN—County of Cass.—ss,

At u session of the Probate Court for the
County of Cusa, holden at the Probste Ofliee, in
Cassapolis, on Monday, the twenty-fifth day of
April, in the year one thousand eight hundred
andd fifty-nine, Present—Clifford Shanahan, Judge
of P e. In the matter of the estate of
Lum'_ad Fry, deceased, On reading and filling the

CHARLES W. CLISBEE,
Attorney and Counncllor at La‘r So‘ﬁdhr tn

duly verified, of Thomus Peck, sur., pray-
n?d for Jetters of Administration on the estate of
deceased.

: -, and Notary Publie,
Co., mm.—dum
Tenitited

DR. E. R. ALLEN,

ﬂw— and Mechanical Dentist.
work warranted to give satis- show
faction. Office over 1I's
Hardware Store, Fromt Street,
Dowagiac, Mich.
CLARK & SPENCER,

tormneys Counsellors at La andﬁnl}dmn
- g Ollneh(lc'-lum&(!m
mm

ﬂ:m Jml.ﬁnﬂ:
T MERCHANTS.
GEORGE RAPLEE,

Wahh-..lnﬂryanurlad
Silver Plated -u.wmbuhry
l-i-l
Mich..

Front street, Dowaginc,

-

ndinalll u.vm.

Rt

H. W. RUGG,

Thereup d.;tci‘suardeml. that %mri :}:
twenty-first ay next, at ten o'cl n
farenoon, be for the hearing of said
ptumu, and thut heirs st law of suid decensed,
lnd olher interested in said cstate, are
l'm\. mlhau&nﬂ of sald court.then to

nldtn ut the Probate Office in Cassapolis, and
canse, mrtb«mbﬂ: why the prayer of the
petitioner should not be

And it is farther ordered, that said petitioner
;m. notice to the persons interested in said estate,

of the -~ of said 1'”;‘:;"“ ::;: the l'-:-riué
causiag 8 copy of this T to be pu
Tished {n the Cans County

no

sory.

‘When the red light fades through the casement,
1 sat slone in the gloom,

And o spray from the climbing rose-treo
Peers into the silent roem:

Now it swayeth against the lattice,
Now dasheth agninst the pane,

Though the Hand that gathered its blassoms
Shall gather them ne'er again.

8ho hath gone up the starry pathway
That ull the Blessed have trod;

And she gleaneth the milk-white lillies
That fringe the River of God.

Her fair hands are peacefully folded,
Meckly her eyes are cast down,

The lillies Tie thick on her bosom,
Bhe wearcth a golden crown.

Then she kneeleth adown before him,
And s Paalm shie singeth sweet,
And the golden crown and the lillies

She layeth at his feet

Still st swayeth against the lattice,
8till dasheth against the pane,
Though the hand that gathered its blossoms
Shall gather them ne'er again.
s E—
Marion--The Story of a Poor Girl.

“0Oh dear! oh, dear ! my feet do ache
so much! T can't go home!” and the
speaker, a poor dirty little girl, sat down
on a stone, by the wayside sobbing bit-
terly. A light buggy drove up, passed
her, and then a voice erying “Stop,
Harry ; I've lost my hat!” made the
childlookup. Inamoment she sprang
after the hat, chased it as the wind
rolled it away from her out-stretched
hand, and finally captared the prize,
went up to meet the gentleman, wheo
had by this time left the vehicle and was
coming towards her.

“ Thank you, my little girl! Talloo!
what were you erying about? Look
Harry, did you ever see such a fright?”’

“Complimentary ?” said the yonng
man who was still in the buggy.
“What is the matter, Sis #?

“ Oh I'm so tired ! and I've got near
a mile further to go.”

“Well, jump in here. We'll takel.
you. Youran after my hat on the
tired little feet, so we will spare them
the rest of the walk.”

“Qh, please sir, I'm so dirty, and
such a fright! I might spoil the car-
ringe, or—or scare the horses !”

“"Pon my word ! if you were not so
little I shonld think you meant to be
sarcastio,” was the laughing reply.
“There !" and with a strong hand the
child was lifted into the buggy. “Now
go ahead, Harry I”

George Morton was not very far
wrong when he denominated the little
stranger a fright. Ier dress was coarse,
ragged and dusty ; her feet bare and
her poor littlg thin arms and legs burned
from exposure to the sun. Her face
was thin and brown, her hair short tan-
gled, and straying out from under the
coarse sun bonnet, over her forehead,
and concealing her only beauty, a pair
of large dark brown eyes, which now
however, were red with weeping.

Harry Ashley, the youngerand hand-
somer of the two young men, spoke to
the littlc one, who was squeezed iunto
the seat between him and his compan.
ion.

iy Bepablican, u ne “ Wi . "
and dmhlln‘: ::1 aaid Cm::l'y.uf Lmu“fur o \ are'” Jon Eomg?
ma weeks pm{o : \&-yuf Home !
& 1. O Sadee ot Posbate. | “Where's that ?”
sth, 1 npas-iws “At Mrs. Jones' the dressmaker.

I'm her errand girl, and I've been tak-
ing home & gown to Mrs. Lee, elear
over to Marsh Meadow; its over three
miles, and I'm most tired to death.”

“What's your mother thinking of, to
let such a little girl lead such a hard
lifa! How old are you ?”

“Ten. Please, sir, don’t speak so
eross about mother, she is dead, so's
father | Both dead; oh, dear,!”

“ Why, who is your guardlan?”

“ Sir

“Who takes care of you?”

“ Nobody, sir; Mre. Jounes lets me

- | sleep at her house since ma died, and

gives me my clothes and meals for my
work.”

“Did you ever go to school I

“Yes, sir, I wenttill mother died. 1
can read some, and write and cipher,
and may be Mrs. Jones will let me go
evenings this winter, to the parson’s
class, after I have done all my errands!”

“Tumph! Do you like to go to
school 27,

“Oh!dont I¥

There was no mistaking the tono;
she did like to go to sohool.

“ What is your name ?”

“Marion Harding.”

“George, what a pity I am not the

-| hero of anovel!”

“Why®l, (s,
-~mu¢nuumuﬂqnﬂ»uv'

some of my loose cash in taking care|
of her."

Iﬂblfflmdhhn-t

“Don Qui.xounl Yen mll dne in|
the almshouse yet, Ilarry, spite of ymll
wealth, for such an open-handed fellow l
never saw the light. Iere we are at
the village. Now, little girl where does
Mrs. Jones live ?”

“ Right up that street. Thank you
for bringing me; I've had a nice ride.”

So they parted. Harry and George
to go back to the tavern and grumble
over a dull evening, and Marion to sew
till her eyes ached, and then creep up
stairs to the attie, and sleep mm'lly
on'the hard bed.

“ Marion Harding! You May!
Where on carth is the child! Mari-
onl”

“ Yes, ma'am.”

‘Gointo the parlor; there’s some
folks want to see yon.”

“Want to see me I" thought the child,
“who can want to see me !”

With a slow, timid step, she entered
the parlor. Harry Ashley was there,
and with him an elderly lady who held
out her hand to the little girl and drew
her towards her. She looked earnestly
into the little face, marked the broad
forchead, and the full eye, and then
spoke to her.

“My dear how would you like to
come and live with me, and wait upon
me ¥

Marion, captivated by the sweet voice
and plc:m:mt. face, replied, “ very much
ma’am.”

“Aunt Mary,” said Harry, “shall T
call Mrs. Jones 2" |

% Yes, Sir Impatience.”

Marion’s story, given by Mrs. Jones, ‘
was bricf, and very common one, Iler
father was a uolumt had become in-
temperate, and died when Marion w *ml
very young; her mother, after nine |
years of hard work in the endeavor to |
support herself and child decently, died |
in the village almshouse, and M-mon
was in her tenth year, bound to Mrs.
Jones as her errand girl.

After some talk Mrs. Ashley decided
to take the child, educate her, and try 1
as Mrs. Jones said, “to make somethmg
out of her.” Tlletlrcssm'xkur was easily l
persnaded, upon the payment of a sum |
of money, to release the child from her |
engagement.

Mrs. Ashley’s first eare was to have
her portege cleaned and neatly dressed,
and then, under Harry's escort, she re-
turned with her new charge to her
home in New York. At first her in-
tention was to place the child in a
school, and have her services as waiter
between school hours, but Marion’s in-
telligence and loving disposition won
she heart of the lonely widow, and she
formally adopted her.

Years rolled on; Ilarry, now Dr.
Ashley, still lived with his aunt Mary,
who was at once his uncle’s widow and
his mother’s sister. Marion was away
at boarding school, studying hard, and
writing home often to console her dear
aunt Mary for her absence. And now,
for a time we must leave the three.

“ Mother,” said a young man coming
into Mrs. Morton's bondoir, one morn-
ing, “whois thatlovely girl in the
nursery ?  Such hair and eyes, and
such a figure.

“What are you talking about,
George ?” Since you came homc from
(:enna.n) you go crazy about every
pretty face. Thereis no one in the
nursery but your sisters and the gov-
erness, Miss Ashley.”

“ Ashley. Any relation to Harry 77

“No. Have yon never heard the
story? Oh, I recollect, you went
away very soon after it happened, so I
suppose you have forgotten it. Mrs.
Ashley picked up this girl running
about bare-footed in some obscure
country town, brought her home and
adopted her. She had her educated in
the best of schools and by the Dest
masters, and every one thought she
meant to leave her her money, or that
Harry would marry her. Last winter
she brought her out, and she made
quite a sensation. Harry, as you know
went to Europe to study, and has not
returned. About two months ago Mrs,
Ashly died, and there was no will found
but an old one, drawn up years ago,
leaving all her property to Harry.
Marion, of course, has nothing, so af-
ter the executors of the will closed
Mrs. Ashley's house until Harry comes
home, I offcred her the place of gov-
erness to Lizzie and Roen, and here she
“.“

“But why the——"

* Ggorge I"

“ Why don't Harry take care of her?
'l!lleide'tofuhb-sﬁﬂuuh&ifzﬁng
out to teach.”

“She is splendidly educated, and it is
no M'm to make her talents support
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«) lmow tl:at but there -ho was,
sitting in the nursery Lizzie before her
looking at everything but her book,
Rosa finding out the difference between
A and X, at her knee, and Susan, with
some sewing, talking to her, while
Archy, mounted on the back of her
chair, demolishing the finery in Susan’s
basket. By the way, mother, are yon
not making a narsery maid of her, Is
she to take care of Archy, and do your
sewing, as well as teach the girls ?”

“ It was just a eap wanted trimmed,
and I don’t know how Archy cameto
be there.”

Evening fell; Marion was seated in
her own room, tired with her days la-
bor, and sad, sad as she thought of the
change in her life, If we could read
her thonghts, we should see at onee the
secrct of her life. She loved Harry
Ashley. Bound to him at first by ties
of fervent gratitude, his gentle broth-
erly eare of her from the time she en-
tered his sunt’s house, had ripened this
feeling into deep, intense love, jealously
concealed and guarded. DMany times
when he pressed upon her brow the
kiss of affection, had her heart beat and
struggled with emotion almost to burst-
ing, e had never spoken one word
of love to her. Always kind and at-
tentive, he was more like a loving
brother or cousin, than one who covet-
ed a dearer name than either. When

| he went to Europe, two ycars before
|the time of kis aunt’s death, he had,

for the first time, let fall some worda
which Marion cherished as the dearest
he had ever spoken; they were—

“ Good bye, Marion dear. Be true
tome. Remember I am your first love
and must be your last, 1 dld not bring
you here for -my of Aunty’s petsto run
away with.”

That was all. Mere jest, Marion
very often thought, and yet the words
{were printed on her memory, Who
that has ever loved does not know how
one phrase, or some times even one
look will linger on the heart; forgotten
| perhaps, while the loved ene is near to
us, vet recalled and dwelt upgn when
absence wmakes the idol still dearer.
{ Though constantly employed, Marion
had found her new home a pleasant
one; but now, the return of the son
and heir of the house made her situa-
tion disagreeable. George, thoughtless
and gay, did not dream that his atten-
tions eonld be unexceptable to any one,
and charging Marion’s cold repliesand
gnarded manner towards him to her
proper sense of her position, strove by
renewed attention to make her sensible
of how he entirely overlookedit. Ma-
rion, concious of the utter indifference
with which she regarded him, did not
understand the praises Mrs. Morton
lavished upon her prudence, or the
eautions she piled her with, not to think
that every flattering word from a gen-
tlemen was a serious admiration.

Far away from home, Harry Ashley
was wandering in the Highlands, when
the news of his aunt's death reached
him. It was when he heard of Mari-
on’s forlorn sitnation, that he first
thought serionsly of his love for her.
He had loved her from the first moment
he saw her, though lLe would have
iaughed, had any one ascribed his in-
terest in the little girl to such a potent
cause. He was wealthy, and had often
dreamed of making her his wife, but
did not speak to her, because he rea-
soned that they were all very happy
together, and if’ she did not return his
love, it would break in wpon the dear
home circle; perhaps she would leave
them if' he spoke of his passion to her,
and so deprive him of her presence, |«
and his aunt of a companion. So he
never spoke of it, treating her like a
dear gister, Now that she was cast
upon the wide world poor and friend-
less, he determined to go home and
tell herhow long and truly he had loved
her, and if she would not marry him, be
he could, af least, set aside some of his
annt’s fortune for her. Ie was con-
vinced that Mrs. Ashley had intended
to provide for the orphan; but, like
many others, she delsyed from time to
time carrying this intention into effect,
until it was too late,

George Morton’s auenuona, in the
meantime, hadgrown so offensive to Ma-
rion, that she waslooking ou for another
situation, where she could teach, and
be free from him.

Aguin fortuue favored her. There
was an old lady, Mrs Grant, who was
about to travel south for the benefit
of her health, who eagerly availed her-

self of the opportunity of securing)

H‘aﬂng'tmi;u a8 A companion,

for Chlrleston. a ;:lm mﬁhor qgvr
patron was in the habit of visiting eve-
ry winter. She did not meuﬁwher
destination to Mrs, Morton, fearing
ters from George, and when Harry re-
tarned from Europe, looking for her, |4
she was gone none knew whither. While
he was eagerly trying to find out her pre-
sent howme, she was wondering why all
her letters to Europe were unan-
swered.

Two years later two men were seat-
ed in a large hotel in Charleston, smok-
ing and chatting.

Iaying aside his cigar, “it is late and 1
must show myself at Mrs. Grant's ball.

want to see this new protege of hers;
who appears for the first time in public
to-night. She was here with her last
winter, but in deep mourning, and did

atogn last scason, but she kept very pri-
vate ; to-night she appears. By the
way, I heard many inquiries after you
at Saratoga.  Where were yon ?”

“ At the White Mountains, Niagara,
and knocking about here and there.
I don’t know what brought me here
this winter, excepting this fashion I
have fallen into, of wandering overthe
face of the earth, like a vagabond.
What is your fair reeluse’s name 2

“ Harding !”

“Well, I'll go.”

The two started together, and soon
reached their destination.

“My dear,” said anold lady, speaking
to a young, lovely girl who stood near
her, “ your dress is caught up, you had
better goand arrange it.”

The young lady obeyed her. Asshe
stood before the long glass in the
dressing-room, she made 2 most beau-
tiful reflection upon its surface. IHer
figure was of medium height, and per-
feetly rouded; her bare neck and arms
gleamed white as snow, in bright con-
trast with her dark dress; herfeatures
were regular; complexion fair, but pale, | is
and her large, brown eyes were full of | th
intelligence; her glossy and abundant
chestnut hair was arranged in curls,
looped gracefully from the neck with a
concealed comb, and a light garland of
crimson fuschin was twisted among
them. Her dress of deep crimson silk,
trimmed with black lace, suited her
style of beanty perfectly, After ar-
ranging her dress, she stood a moment
before the glass, musing; then, with a
low breathed sigh, turned to join in the
seenes of festivity.

“ My dear,” said Mrs, Grant, meeting
her at the door, “ I want to introduce
afriend of Capt. Russel's. Mr. Ashley,
Miss, Harding.”

At last after their long separation,
they met. No one who saw the bow of
recognition, or marked the clasp of
their hands, would have dreamed of
the tide of emotion rushing over each
heart,

Why continue thestory! Mrs. Grant
grambled when called upon to part with
a companion, who she said, “ suited her
exactly;” but the rich parure of dia-
monds with which she presented Dr.
Ashley’s fair bride, showed that she
cherished no very deep resentment.

§=7"Prentice, of the Lonisville Jour-
nal, the other day, confessed to a
rather fervid admiration of Piccolomini
through the columnsof his paper; where-
upon the Louisville Courier publishes
the following letter, which it eiumto

pulﬁlcatlon, it eannot withhold from its
readers:"

Meestaiz Eprraim:— I zee by zee
Journal zat zee von uglee monstair dat
iz call Prentees, say zat heiznotashame
zat he loaf me. Ifhe ish not T am.
Be goot unt zay to Prentees, lut I vant
not such—vat you eall zem?—impu-
dence loafer, I kees my hant at you,

e

I3 When the Earl of Dalhousc’s
father was commander-in-chief in india
he vmk:‘d th':i King of Ofndc at Luook-
now, and made & point o mtm-dlﬂlg
Lady Dalhouse, Ko
understand at all, and fnnmeﬂ ir
wanted to sell her, After a dmrt time
he said to his attendantzs—

“ That will do—take her away!”

1=~ An Irishman wlmhaﬂhinmk

a long time, was one day met by a
ish priest, when the fnl!o{vin oo{:vup-::

tion took place: “W ell,Pﬂri I amglad
to have you recovered—bu
not to meet your ﬁa

no, yourﬂtmoe, :t was the Mﬂ
1 was uv,” replied Pat.

E"llm

Writing to Harry to acquaint him of| 116

change plans, Marion took
%m‘:ff‘MMIDﬂh;

danghters, and started with Mrs, Grant| “La

“ Come Harry,” said ove of them, |2,

It will be expected of me. Besides, I|

have received from the fair lonﬁntrvn, Th
and which, “thongh not intended for

Ev
ner,

e

ﬁug ios
silverwhu,' :

not go out. I hoped to sce her at Sar- agoni

2l s
to be in power at the time;
the ol‘enl:l:r, or t'-nmed in
some other person’s advanoeme
let down into this s
he never saw the t of

So salt has its hbwqhgh as 33 a8
science. Other large
found in Cheshire,
water is foreed down m

country,” as mnealkd has ¢
upright house in i all the f
having | sunk with |
the eavity left by the umml' oil

In Virginia there are beds of |
and the t:dmfag‘ -+ in O
are capable of affording large g
ties ofpthe snme mﬂ:rsnl.
springs of Salina and Byrnme
well known, and from about
gallons of their brine, one busk
salt is oht:med.. Thereare
sive salt springs in  Ohio,
is pumpe wells made
rock, and mtu which it flows and runs
into boilers. These boilers are
iron kettles set in: lmekwark, '
fires arc lighted under them,

u:,kl} evaperated.

rine beg‘;ms to boil, 'il

tnrpul from the compounds
econtains, and which are solulﬂe ine
* | but not in hot water; these M :
ments are taken out wn.h
“ bittern lndlex% ﬁ-:::cl ﬂs:e
next disposed o m
mdawn{tudrmmd % re-
maining liquid contains n
ty of magnesia in every .

“But how did l.lnlsaltgﬂ ipw&
rock ?” is the natural query, and
wonder secems greater when we
olect. that salt beds are found in

one of the strata eowﬁ.
eart 's crust.  This fact
er that as a majority of t
have come from the lakes left il
hollows of the rocks by the
o{ thaalsel, the b:: has thro
ological ages n_us
day. Let us take Great
an illustration, 1‘;’ et
lake in the warl no
only one, as such i ﬂm
line water are found all M’M

but as ours is the

willbe the best example. n;
4,200 feet above the level of th
on the Rocky Mountaing, and has
eara of 2,000 square miles; y?
as it is, “once upon a. tame,

story -ot'.g}_:r'
say,it was part
nr{dmthgl

and that great

up with it. Shauﬁthbh— eva
crate, and ite salt be covered E
and sand, and the land

pmmd—then, st some
age, the people would b m
h%frthesﬂtgo M rinking

t.hat tlml!anmu

carboniferous srata ; thu we
account for, as we de

fied rocks, viz: that they were
ed from their solution in
- fi ud“?-m.t;a mm m
now fou at

fear weshaﬂyhem  of an mitempt
to put our readers in pic

our ;
ihmm of ir

they “je “The nn, if 10\1
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